EXTREMES MEET

life was the hope that one day he would have an oppor-
tunity to repay his master by sticking a knife into one of
his enemies.

" Well, Stavro ? " Waterlow enquired, as he waited
to have the white dust flicked from his boots by a feather
brush.

The puckered aged young face smiled, and by that smile
it was transformed to the likeness of one of those small
subtle faces that live in the corner of an old painter's
canvas, those small subtle smiling faces that catch our
eyes from the walls of a museum as we walk slowly past
and lure us into pausing before the painted drama, of
which when regarded more closely these little people
seem such cynical spectators in their vivid scarlet hose
and jaunty plumes.

" Everything is quite all right, my Capitaine," said the
boy.

Waterlow passed on within. The aristocratic subtle
smile faded from Stavro's face. It became like an old
roughly carved wooden image. The whole of his vitality
had gone down into his right hand, which was stroking
a knife sheathed in a leather pocket sewn to the inside of
his waistcoat. He used to stroke that knife all day as a
charmer might stroke a snake or a child a toy.

The first room Waterlow entered was that in which
Henderson was working at his card index. They nodded
to each other without speaking, and Waterlow turned
over the pages of the ledger to see how many recent
questions lacked the cancellation in red ink which showed
that an attempt, however inadequate, had been made to
answer them. He frowned at the scarcity of red ink
crosses.
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